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only chilliness. Nothing but the postscrip-
tuin satisfies me. I saw it late. It is placed
at such a great distance from the rest of the
letter!

LXXVII,

PARIS, September, 1843.

Is it true now that we shall not see each
other again? We quitted each other with-
out speaking, without looking at each other,
almost. I felt a sort of calm happiness
which is not usual to me, the other day. It
seemed to me for a few moments that I de-
sired nothing more. Now, if we can get that
happiness again, why should we refuse it? It
is true that we can quarrel again, but it has
happened so often. What is the memory of
a quarrel in comparison with that of making
up! If you think half as much of all this as
I do, you must be desirous of going on one
of our walks again. Saturday, if you wish,
or Tuesday, we might meet. I had per-
suaded myself that you would be the first
to talk of it. I was mistaken.to go
